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Notes and Translations
(program notes by Emily Hansen; translations as marked)
Jake Heggie – Eve-Song (2000)
Poetry by Philip Littell
Jake Heggie (b. 1961) is an American composer and pianist best known for his operas and art songs. The song
cycle Eve-Song contains eight pieces which follow the story of the biblical Eve. The second piece, “Even,” is
from the point of view of Eve in the garden, enjoying its beauty while also questioning the darkness of night
and sin. The fourth piece, “Listen,” switches characters between Eve and the snake, as Eve is being tempted
with the opportunity to “be like god”. The fifth piece, “Snake,” is entirely sung by Eve, as she views the garden
through a more sinister, sinful set of eyes.

2. Even
in the evening I am at peace.
in the evening I hear ev’rything more clearly ev’rything
to the hearer all the world does sing
with a ringing and a quickening
overhead the birds wheel and turn overhead the setting sun
reddening no longer burns
at the water’s edge a wind brushes by me with a susurration:
grass and leaves
flowers glow against the dark’ning trees eyesight and the light both go
ev’ry evening the forest darkens
in the evening my senses sharpen
I have no peace at night
I have no peace at night
4. Listen
It’s entire body ripples back and forth like a sentence,
fascinating.
Do you want to be like God?
Do you want to be like God?
How do you mean?
Be old and have a penis? I don’t think so.
Do you want to be like God?
Do you want to be like God?
You know what I mean.
Yes. I do.
My entire body ripples up and down like a story. I am listening.

5. Snake
Snake, is it true about the fruit?
My intuition tells me what you say about this fruit is true.
I’d like to find out, snake.
I’d love to know.
Go ahead in front of me where I can see you.
I will follow you. Oh!
The snake is in the tree.
Where I cannot see him.
He is now the color of shadows.
Very few things are as visible as I am when I’m clean.
When a thing is visible,
It always mean that the thing,
The tree frog, or that fruit, means to be seen.
Visibility’s a warning or an invitation and it never tells you which.
What’s visible will either feed you, mate with you, or kill you.
Either way you gain experience.
Here goes. Sweet. Sour. Salty. Bitter.
And the taste of air, of rottenness, earth, and water.
Now I know.
***

Emanual Chabrier
Poetry by Rosemonde Gérard (1866-1963), English translations as noted below
A villanelle is a poetic form with nine tercets, written in ABA, and a final quatrain, written in ABAA. This villanelle describes a
team of ducks as they waddle and splash, which can be heard mimicked in the piano line. In this set’s second selection, Les
Cigales, a listener might imagine that the cry of a cicada sounds as beautiful as a bird. The vocal line begins slowly against the
constant strumming of the piano, as if one were waking up in the morning to the sound of cicadas. Chabrier imitates the
waddling of ducks and the chirping of cicadas in the piano and voice parts of these songs. Chabrier is known for his colorful,
picturesque compositions, emulating the world around him with music much like an artist such as Van Gogh might have with
paint.
Villanelle des petits canards (Gérard)

Villanelle of the little ducks (English trans: Brian Witkowski)

Ils vont, les petits canards,
tout au bord de la rivière,
comme de bons campagnards!

They go, the little ducks,
all on the bank of the river,
like fine country folk!

Barboteurs et frétillards,
heureux de troubler l'eau claire,
ils vont, les petits canards.

Paddlers and wrigglers,
happy from muddying the clear water,
they go, the little ducks.

Ils semblent un peu jobards,
mais ils sont à leur affaire,
comme de bons campagnards.

They seem a little gullible,
but they go about their business
like fine country folk!

Dans l'eau pleine de têtards,
où tremble une herbe légère,
ils vont, les petits canards,

In the water full of tadpoles,
where a flimsy weed quivers,
they go, the little ducks,

marchant par groupes épars,
d'une allure régulière
comme de bons campagnards!

marching in scattered groups,
at a steady pace
like fine country folk!

Dans le beau vert d'épinards
de l'humide cressonnière,
ils vont, les petits canards,

In the fair spinach-green
of the damp watercress bed,
they go, the little ducks,

et quoi qu'un peu goguenards,
ils sont d'humeur débonnaire
comme de bons campagnards!

and though a bit snarky,
they are of good-natured humor
like fine country folk!

Faisant, en cercles bavards,
un vrai bruit de pétaudière,
ils vont, les petits canards,

Making, in chattering circles,
a veritable riot of noise,
they go, the little ducks,

dodus, lustrés et gaillards,
ils sont gais à leur manière,
comme de bons campagnards!

chubby, glossy and jolly,
they are jolly in their own way,
like fine country folk!

Amoureux et nasillards,
chacun avec sa commère,
ils vont, les petits canards,
comme de bons campagnards!

Amorous and nasal,
each with its crony,
they go, the little ducks,
like fine country folk!

Les Cigales (Gérard)

The Cicadas (English trans: Peter Low)

Le soleil est droit sur la sente,
l'ombre bleuit sous les figuiers,
ces cris au loin multipliés,
c'est midi, c'est midi qui chante!

The sun is directly over the path,
the shadow turns blue under the fig trees,
the cries in the distance multiply,
it is noon, it is noon that sings!

Sous l'astre qui conduit le chœur,
les chanteuses dissimulées
jettent leurs rauques ululées
de quel infatigable cœur!

Under the star that conducts the choir,
the singers which are concealed
throw their raucous hooting
from such a tireless heart!

Les cigales, ces bestioles,
ont plus d'âme que les violes,
les cigales, les cigalons,
chantent mieux que les violons!

The cicadas, those bugs,
have more soul than viols,
the cicadas, the little cicadas,
sing better than violins!

S'en donnent elles, les cigales,
sur les tas de poussière gris,
sous les oliviers rabougris
étoilés de fleurettes pâles.

They give themselves up, these cicadas,
atop the heaps of grey dirt,
under the scraggly olive trees
starred with little flowers.

Et grises de chanter ainsi,
elles font leur musique folle;
Et toujours leur chanson s'envole
des touffes du gazon roussi!

And tipsy from singing so,
they make their crazed music,
and always their song soars out
from tufts of scorched grass!

Les cigales, ces bestioles,
ont plus d'âme que les violes,
les cigales, les cigalons,
chantent mieux que les violons!

The cicadas, those bugs,
have more soul than viols,
the cicadas, the little cicadas,
sing better than violins!

Aux rustres épars dans le chaume,
le grand astre torrentiel,
a larges flots, du haut du ciel,
verse le sommeil et son baume.

Over the rustics, scattered among the thatching,
the great torrential star
in wide streams, from high in the sky
pours slumber and its balm.

Tout est mort, rien ne bruit plus
qu'elles toujours, les forcenées,
entre les notes égrénées
de quelque lointain Angélus!

All is dead, nothing sounds any more
but them, the frenzied ones,
filling in the spaces between the tolls
of some remote Angelus!

Les cigales, ces bestioles,
ont plus d'âme que les violes,
les cigales, les cigalons,
chantent mieux que les violons!

The cicadas, those bugs,
have more soul than viols,
the cicadas, the little cicadas,
sing better than violins!
***

Fanny Mendelssohn Hensel
Texts and English translations as noted below
Fanny Mendelssohn Hensel (1805–1847) wrote 250 unpublished Lieder in her lifetime, many of which were later
miscredited to her brother, Felix Mendelssohn. Her piano technique was comparable to her brothers, but not seen outside
her family circle due to her gender. Fanny and her brother had a lifelong correspondence, as Felix trusted Fanny’s
criticism and always made adjustments to his compositions based on her thoughts. Fanny’s husband, Wilhelm Hensel, was
a musician himself who supported Fanny’s compositional work, even advocating for her as she sought out publication.
An Suleika (Johann Wolfgang von Goethe)

To Suleika (English trans: Michael P. Rosewall)

Auch in der Ferne dir so nah!
Und unerwartet kommt die Qual.
Da hör ich wieder dich einmal.
Auf einmal bist du wieder da!
Ach, die Augen sind es wieder (Heinrich Heine)

Even far away you feel so near!
And unexpectedly comes the pain.
When once again I hear your voice,
Suddenly you are there again!
Yes, they are the self-same eyes (English trans: Emma Lazarus)

Ach, die Augen sind es wieder,
Die mich einst so lieblich grüßten,
Und es sind die Lippen wieder,
Die das Leben mir versüßten.
Auch die Stimme ist es wieder,
Die ich einst so gern gehöret!
Nur ich selber bin's nicht wieder,
Bin verändert heimgekehret.
Von den weißen, schönen Armen
Fest und liebevoll umschlossen,
Lieg ich jetzt an ihrem Herzen,
Dumpfen Sinnes und verdroßen.
Sehnsucht (Johann Gustav Droysen)

Yes, they are the self-same eyes
That still brighten as I greet her,
Yes, they are the self-same lips
That made all my life seem sweeter.
Yes, it is the very voice,
At whose slightest tones I faltered.
But no more the same am I;
I wend homeward strangely altered.
By the fair white arms embraced
With a close and tender passion,
Now I lie upon her heart,
Dull of brain, in cold vexation.
Longing (English trans: Sharon Krebs)

Fern und ferner schallt der Reigen.
Wohl mir, um mich her ist Schweigen
Auf der Flur.
Zu dem vollen Herzen nur
Will nicht Ruh' sich neigen.

The sounds of the dance fade farther away.
It is well for me that around me there is silence
on the meadow.
Only to my full heart
peace does not want to come.

Horch! die Nacht schwebt durch die Räume,
Ihr Gewand durchrauscht die Bäume
Lispelnd leis'.
Ach! so schweifen liebeheiß
Meine Wünsch' und Träume.

Listen! Night is wafting through the spaces.
[Night's] garments rustle through the trees,
whispering softly.
Ah, that is exactly how my wishes and dreams,
Burning with love, roam about.
***

Douglas Moore – The Ballad of Baby-Doe (1956)
Text by John Latouche
The Ballad of Baby-Doe is based off the true story of Horace Tabor, Elizabeth “Baby” Doe Tabor and Augusta Tabor.
Horace was a wealthy businessman of Leadville, Colorado, in an unhappy marriage to Augusta. Horace becomes
entranced with a younger woman named Elizabeth “Baby” Doe and becomes romantically involved with her. Horace
divorces Augusta and marries Baby Doe. In this portion of the opera, guests at Horace and Baby’s wedding begin to
debate the virtues of the then-current silver standard versus the allure of the debated gold standard in the United States.
Baby Doe chides them and proclaims that silver, the metal upon which her husband’s living is staked, is what she prefers
and what she believes will stay. In the end, after Horace and Baby have lost their money and gold has become the
standard, Horace passes away in Baby’s arms as he tells her that their love is forever.
The Silver Aria
Please gentlemen, please,
Gold is a fine thing for those who admire it.
Gold is like the sun,
But I am.a child of the moon and silver.
Silver is the metal of the moon,
Secret smiler, wrapped in wonder,
Floating in her cloudy magic,
T’is the moon that mints her silver
In the deeps of darkened earth.
All that’s glowing, cool and tender,
Has the feel of silver in it.
Silver in an infant’s laughter,
Silver on the sage’s brow;
Silver in a moonlit river
Echoes the silver orb above.
I am a child of the moon
And always will adore her element.
Dreaming as I watch it gleam,
I am mining heavenly ore.
Gold is the sun, But silver,
silver lies hidden in the core of dreams

